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PREFACE. 




DEDICATE this little volume to 
the memory of one from whom in 
life I was wont to receive much 
spiritual help ; and at whose death I found 
relief for a very grievous sorrow in trans- 
lating some of the pieces herein repro- 
duced. 

The text of the Gregorian Hymns is 
taken from a Roman Breviary printed 
A.D. 1626; that of "J^esu dulcis memoria'* 
from the last Paris edition of St. Bernard's 
works ; and all the rest, except the hymns 
imitated from St. Ephraem, from Moneys 



Lateiniscke Hymnen des Mittelalters. The 
sources whence the pieces were obtained by 
Mone are stated in the notes prefixed to 
each. In all the translations from the La- 
tin the original metres are retained, except 
where the contrary is specified. Some of 
the following hymns have been already 
translated by various hands, and a few of 
the present versions have appeared in sun- 
dry periodicals, etc. : but the greater part 
are now, I believe, printed in English for 
the first time. 

T. G. C. 

Boston Spa, 

November, 1868. 





CONTENTS 



* iiti * 



HYMNS IMITATED FROM ST, EPHRAEM 

OF SYRIA .— 



I. EASTER HYMN 
II. THE RfiSURRECTION 

III. EVENING HYMN 

IV. THE LAST JUDGMENT 



PAGE 
I 

4 

7 
II 



HYMNS TRANSLATED FROM THE LATIN :^ 

V. BEFORE MEAT IN EASTERTIDE - -13 

" O Cnuifer hone, Lucisator," (Prudentius.) 

VI. AFTER MEAT 1 6 

** Fastis viscerihus ciboque sumpto." (Prudentius.) 

VII. MIDNIGHT HYMN - - - -19 

" Node surgentes.** (Gregory.) 

VIII. MORNING HYMN - - - - 21 

" Eccejam noctis,** (Gregory.) 

IX. MORNING HYMN IN LENT - - ' ^3 

" yam Christe soljustiiia.^* (Anon. 6th century.) 

X. THE ENDLESS ALLELUIA - - ' ^5 

^* Alleluia pits edite laudibus." (Anon. 8th centuiy.) 



CONTENTS. 



XI. A BALLAD OF CONTEMPT OF THE 

WORLD 28 

"Andax es virjuvenis.^* (Anon. MS. of gth century.) 
XII. HYMN BEFORE READING THE GOSPEL 34 
** Sacrata lihri dogmata^ (Hartmann of St. Gall.) 

XIII. CHRISTMAS CAROL - - - - 37 

" Fregit Adam interdiciutn." (Anon MS, 
of I2th century.) 

XIV. A BALLAD OF THE LIFE OF JESUS - 39 
" In sapiential (Anon MS. of 12th century.) 

XV. SEQUENCE OF THE HOLY GHOST - 44 

** O Ignis Spiritus Paracliti," (St. Hilde- 
garde of Bingen.) 

XVI. A MEDITATION OF A FAITHFUL SOUL - 47 

** Cum revolvo toto corde" (Ascribed to 
Peter Gonella.) 

XVII. A JOYFUL BALLAD OF THE NAME OF 

JESUS 59 

" yesu dulcis memoira.** (St. Bernard.) 

XVIII. THE PASSION OF THE LORD JESUS - 68 

" Dulcis yesUy spes pauperis^ MS. of 
14th cent. (Ascribed to St. Bernard.) 

XIX. TO JESUS, THE FOUNTAIN OF LOVE - 74 

" jfesu dulce medicamen.^* (Anon. MS. of 
14th century.) 

XX. PRAYER TO CHRIST THE SAVIOUR - 77 

" yuste yudex, Jesu Christe:' (Anon. MS. 
of 14th century.) 

XXI. ADVENT HYMN - - - - 81 

" Veniy venif Rex gloria,^^ (Anon. MS. 
of 15th century.) 



ANCIENT HYMNS & POEMS. 



" i iCi "' 



igmii^ 0f %t %|rEaa of 5gm 



« 



(died a.d. 372.) 



EASTER HYMN. 

Blessed be Messiah's name, 
By whose grace to mortals came 

Hope of life when death is past ; 
Who hath taught mankind to trust, 
Though these bodies turn to dust, 

They shall be restored at last. 



* These hymns of St. Ephraem are simply imitations, 
not translations. The originals are, of course, in Syriac ; 
with these I have no acquaintance, my knowledge of the 
works of St. Ephraem being derived from, and restricted 
to, the literal prose translations published some years 
ago by Rev. Dr. Burgess of Blackburn. 
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Listen, sons of mortal men : — 
Lo ! the dead shall rise again ! 

Mystery of old concealed ; 
Now, with far-resounding voice. 
Bidding this new age rejoice. 

In the holy Church revealed. 

Jesus once resigned His breath. 
Entered the domains of Death, 

Sojourned there a three-days' space. 
Freed the prisoners from his toils. 
Rased his fortress, won the spoils. 

Brought them back for Adam's race. 

While the former ages rolled, 
Arrogant and uncontrolled. 

Death, exultant, made his boast : 
"By my hands securely bound, 
Lo ! my dungeon-walls surround 

Priests and kings, a countless host ! " 

Then a mightyrwar began 
Without warning ; God-made Man 
'Gainst the grisly tyrant fought ; 
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And, as men with shouting chase 
Robbers from their lurking-place, 
Thus his vaunting came to nought 

Then perceived the very dead. 
Through the realms of Hades shed. 

Such a sweet perfume of life ; 
Each to each the tidings told. 
How their hope that was of old 

Had fulfilment in that strife. 

Since the world began to be. 
Over men of each degree 

Death held lordship far and wide ; 
Till the mighty One arose. 
Made his massy gates unclose. 

And abolished all his pride. 

Then a voice, Jehovah's own, 
Like the heavy thunder's tone. 

Spake to mortals from on high : 
And He bade this gospel speed, 
That mankind at last were freed 

From their long captivity. 




THE RESURRECTION. 

When softly breathes the Resurrection air, 
They all shall meet — these bones of right- 
eous men, 
Rising to hear the last loud trumpet's blare. 
Through God's great might, who bids them 
live again. 

In that dread day the righteous shall awake, 
When earth and heaven shall both be formed 

anew; 
And God with men shall solemn reckoning 

make. 
And own His bridesmen, weighed in balance 

true. 

These in His heavenly kingdom shall rejoice. 
And join with angels in their songs of 
praise ; 



THE RESURRECTION, 



These, as they hear the pealing trumpet's 

voice, 
O'er conquered death triumphant hymns 

shall raise. 

What time the faithful in such state appear, 
On false and evil men shall wrath abide, — 
Condemned to torturing flames and dark- 
ness drear, — 
Who scorned the upright in their boastful 
pride. 

But these, approaching Eden's blissful seat. 

The eternal gate, self-moving, shall enfold ; 

These shall the guardian cherub haste to 
meet. 

With harpings clear, and greetings mani- 
fold. 

These shall behold the Bridegroom face to 
face. 

When from the East He shall with glad- 
ness come ; 
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With untried wings, His gift, shall fly apace 
Through trackless air to bid Him wel- 
come home. 

" Come in, ye blessed children of the light ! " 
Will Jesus then to His beloved ones say : 
"For labours past, be now with crowns 

bedight, 
Heirs of a realm that shall not pass away." 

Both just and unjust shall be tried by fire 
Of force to prove and search out every 

wile; 
The wicked burn in those embraces dire. 
But lambent flames around the godly 

smile. 

Hades is lonely now — a desert land ! 
Wide yawn the empty graves : with glad 

accord, 
Risen from the dust, the sons of Adam 

stand : 
The creatures all ascend to meet their 

Lord. 




EVENING HYMN. 

In the time of evening let Thy praise 

ascend, 
While all human voices in one chorus blend. 

Thou for various business daylight hast 

supplied, 
So that all things needful we might well 

provide. 

Lo! the sons of labour, with their toils 

opprest. 
Bring to Thee their praises for Thy gift of 

rest. 

What ungrateful creature will not worship 

Thee, 
Who so kindly carest for Thy family } 
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In their nightly stations heaven's bright 

lamps abide, 
Greed of gain reproving ; never satisfied 

Greed, that counts too little all that nature 

may, 
Though the workman labour freely all the 

day. 

When athirst and hungry, faint with toil, 
are we. 

Comes the blessed evening, sets the weary 

« 

free. 

In their evening vesture now the skies are 

clad; 
All the world is joyful, all her labourers glad. 

But to him who never knew what pity meant. 
Never, in his avarice, with his work content. 

Evening comes to mockhim with unwelcome 

speed. 
Baffling, for a season, his oppressive greed. 
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God, who caredst ever for our feeble frame, 
Since creation's birthday, blessed be Thy 
name ; 

Who a glad returning dost for men provide, 
And for all Thy creatures, at the eventide. 

Thou Thy Church hast sealed, and, from 

Satan's boast. 
Safe her children keepest, spite of all his 

host. 

Be Thy Cross the pathway, safe through 

death's dark flood. 
To Thy flock, once purchased with Thy 

living blood. 

Lord, through earth's four regions let Thy 

peace abound, 
And the fiend amongst us never more be 

found. 

Wheresoe'er Thy creatures dwell beneath 

the skies. 
From their tongues unnumbered let Thy 

praise arise. 
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We will join our voices with their countless 

host, 
Praising God the Father, Son, and Holy 

Ghost. 





THE LAST JUDGMENT. 

Pity me, Father, for Thy mercies' sake. 
And in the judgment let Thy love be near ; 
And bid me from the dust of earth awake. 
When in the heavens Thy standard shall 
appear. 

O Father ! Thou whose lovingkindness first 
Made us, and formed us in Thine image true. 
What time these elements shallbe dispersed, 
Our mouldering bodies with a nod renew. 

When Jesus shall be seen, our glorious King, 
The bygone ages from their graves shall 

leap ; 
All round the world His living voice shall 

ring 
With quickening power, arousing all that 

sleep. 
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What terrors will appal the sons of men, 
To see the thrones arranged in awful state ! 
How will the wicked be confounded then, 
Hurled helpless downward to the infernal 
gate ! 

That dreadful day of judgment is at hand, 
When every secret sin shall be revealed ; 
And who shall blameless in Thy presence 
stand, 
or tremble to behold the books unsealed ? 

For there repentance hath no longer room, 
No voice of supplication there is heard ; 
It is the day of everlasting doom : 
They have no plea, they speak no answer- 
ing word. 





igmns ftam §xnitvAxm. 



(died a. d. 405.) 



''HYMN BEFORE MEAT IN EASTER- 
TIDE:* 

[The following cento from a long poem of Pnidentius 
h given with the above title in a MS. of the 12th cen- 
tury, at Munich. The metre is a sort of irregular alcaic, 
in stanzas of five lines each.] 

" Crucifer boncy Lucisator,''^ 

O GOOD Cross-bearer, radiant Source of day, 
Parent of all, most loving, word-made flesh, 
Now lately of unspotted maiden born, 
But other while, strong in Thy Father's 

might, 
Begetting stars, and earth, and rolling sea : 
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Bend, I entreat, Thy health-restoring face 

Hither awhile, refulgent to my gaze, 

And with Thy cheerful brightness chase the 

gloom ; 
That so, in honour of Thy saving name, 
I may partake of this accustomed food. 

Without Thy presence. Lord, is nothing 

sweet. 
Nor to my lips can dainties yield delight. 
Unless, O Christ, ere yet the feast begin, 
Both meat and drink be seasoned with Thy 

grace. 
And everything by faith be sanctified. 

Here, then, let every morsel taste of God, 
And Christ Himself in every goblet flow ; 
Let every serious word, each pleasant jest, 
Nay, all we are, and everything we do. 
Be ruled by reverence to the Eternal Three. 



No more TU ask for spoils of roses here, 
Nor fragrant drugs, diffusing spicy breath ; 



HYMN BEFORE MEAT IN EASTERTIDE. 15 

For hither flows the pure ambrosial stream, 
And faith, nectareous, wafts a sweet per- 
fume, 
Poured from the bosom of the Father's love. 



In the MS. are two more stanzas, from the latter part of 
the same poem ; but they are so ludicrously inferior to 
those given above, that it was thought advisable to omit 




** AFTER MEAT." 

[Another cento from a long poem of Prudentius, 
from the same MS. as the former. The metre is hen- 
decasyllabic, in stanzas of three lines each.] 



** Pastis visceribus ciboque sumpto" 

Thus being fed with food convenient for us, 
Ev'n as our feeble bodies crave by nature, 
Sing we responsive praise to God our Father ; 

Him who, exalted on His throne majestic, 
Rules and sustains in holy habitations 
Cherubs and seraphs on His might depend- 
ing. 

This, this is He whose name is " God Sa- 
baoth," 



AFTER MEAT. 
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Who ne*er began to be, nor end hath ever, 
Maker of all things, and the world's In- 
ventor;* 

Well-spring of life, in streams from high 

descending. 
Father of purity, of faith Implanter, 
Queller of death, and Author of salvation. 

In Him alone we are, and only flourish 
Because within us reigns the eternal Spirit 
Proceeding forth from Christ and from the 
Father. 

Now therefore we, refreshed by this Thy 

bounty. 
To Thee our God, of; all good things the 

Giver, 
Uplift with grateful heart our tuneful 

praises. 



* It may be necessary to explain that this word is 
used in the common, not the ecclesiastical sense : Pru- 
dentius has " Orbis Repertor." 

2 
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And evermore we own our Lord, the Father; 
Him one with Thee, O Christ, true God, 

confessing ; 
And pray that we may bear Thy cross for 

ever. 



§lS[am of '$o$t <&xtQ0t]S[ % ^irst. 



(died A.D. 590). 



THE MIDNIGHT HYMN. 



" Node surgentes" 

Rising by night, our solemn watch attend- 
ing, 
While every heart continual psalms upraises. 
We to the Lord, all powers melodious 
blending, 

Sing tuneful praises. 

So to our gracious King such hymns ad- 
dressing, 

We with His saints may g^in the heavenly 
portal, 



20 ANCIENT HYMNS AND POEMS, 

■ ■ - ■■■■■■»■■■■■ ■■■■■■■■■■■ ■■ ■...■■ -■ ll^ I ■ I^^H^^^— 

Enter His palace-court, and win the bless- 
ing 

Of life immortal. 

This to our prayer, O blessed God, be 

granted. 
Father, and Son, and Holy Ghost eternal. 
Whose glory round the echoing world is 

chanted. 

Rising supernal. 




THE MORNING HYMN. 

" Eccejam Noctis." 

Lo, now the shadowy clouds of night are 

flying, 
Red gleams the daylight from her orient 

station ; 
We all, on God omnipotent relying, 

Make supplication : 

That He may take on us, poor sinners, 

pity, 

Keep us in health, and banish all our sad- 
ness, 

Fatherly kind, and lead to heaven's high 
city. 

Where all is gladness. 
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This to our prayer, O blessed God, be 

granted. 
Father, and Son, and Holy Ghost eternal. 
Whose glory round the echoing world is 

chanted, . ^ 

Rising supernal. 



[These hymns are here presented in their original 
form, which differs considerably from that in which they 
appear in the present Roman Breviary.] 




MORNING HYMN IN LENT. 

[Probably composed in the 6th century ; and interest- 
ing as affording one of the earliest examples of the fast 
of Lent with the succeeding joy of Easter, being used 
as an emblem of the sorrow of penitence with the suc- 
ceeding joy of forgiveness. It existed (with some varia- 
tions) in the Roman Breviary before the revision of 
Pope Urban VIII. ; but then gave place to a rifacimento 
beginning '* O Sol salutis, intimis,'' of which there is an 
excellent translation in Copeland's " Hymns for the 
Week and Seasons." The original hymn is printed in 
the collections of Mone, Daniel, and Stephenson.] 

'* jfam Christe soljustitice." 

O Christ, Thou Sun of righteousness, 
Now breaks the gloom long wont to oppress 
Dark minds, rekindles virtue's ray, 
While o'er the lands Thou scatterest day. 

Grant us the accepted time to kno>y ; 
The gift of contrite hearts bestow : 
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Such grace shall wandering souls regain, 
With whom longsuffering strove in vain. 

Grant us some fruits of penitence 
To bear ; that so, though foul offence 
Be ours, redemption great and free, 
Surpassing all, be found in Thee. 

The day draws near, Thine own bright day. 
When all, as flowerets fresh and gay, 
Shall bloom, rejoicing in Thy grace. 
Which led them to a wealthy place. 

To Thee, all-bounteous Trinity, 
All things adoring bend the knee. 
And we, new-made, for ancient guile 
New-pardoned, sing new songs the while. 





>^^ 



THE ENDLESS ALLELUIA. 

[This celebrated hymn is at least as old as the 8th 
century. It occurs in the Mozarabic Breviary, where 
it is appointed for the Sunday before Septuagesima ; 
from which time till Easter Alleluia was not sung in the 
churches. This curious custom gave rise to a number 
of Alleluia hjmins, of which the Alleluiatic Sequence 
and " Alleluia dulce carmen " are the best known. It 
was a somewhat bold undertaking to translate "Alleluia 
perenne," and I am fully sensible of the poverty of my 
attempt ; it was made simply because Mr. Chambers's 
translation, the only one with which I am acquainted, 
has in several places completely missed the meaning. 
The original metre is unfamiliar to English ears, so that 
it did not appear desirable to imitate it.] 

" Alleluia piis edite laudibus.'*^ 

Alleluia ! let the holy sounds of cheerful 

praises ring, 
Freemen of the heavenly city ; join in 

sweetest notes to sing 

Alleluia evermore. 
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In the everlasting anthem while the hymn- 
ing choirs unite, 

Alleluia shall uplift you hence to realms of 
endless light. 

Alleluia evermore. 

You, in God's illustrious city, shall a ready 

welcome greet, — 
City with glad songs resounding, where the 

echoes still repeat 

Alleluia evermore. 

Of that happy restoration freely gather all 

the joys. 
To the Lord ascribing glory, singing with 

melodious noise 

Alleluia evermore. 

Victors, of the star-bespangled fatherland 

ye now attain 
All the radiant honours, wherefore peals 

aloud the ceaseless strain, — 

Alleluia evermore. 
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Thence a sound of noble voices, grandly 

echoing, rolls along. 
Telling out the King's high praises in a 

blithe and merry song — 

Alleluia evermore. 

There is rest for all the weary, there im- 
mortal wine and bread. 

Sweetly luring home the travellers, plen- 
teous, though they all be fed. 

Alleluia evermore. 

Thee, with all our hearts and voices. Maker 

of the world, we praise. 
And to Thy deserved honour our melodious 

music raise — 

Alleluia evermore. 

Thee, O Christ, as Lord Almighty, shall 
Thy glorious praise proclaim. 

By our gladsome voices chanted ; while we 
sing to Thy dear name, 

Alleluia evermore. 



A BALLAD OF CONTEMPT OF THE 

WORLD. 



[From a MS. of the gth century, at Dannstadt. The 
MS. is so corrupt, that, although I have generally 
adapted Mone's emendations, the meaning in several 
places can only he guessed at. The original is an 
acrostic ; and this feature of its structure has been re- 
tained in the translation, except only that the X stanza 
has been made to begin with W. The versification in 
the original is quite as rude as in the translation.] 

** Audax es, virjuvenis." 

Alas ! young man, thou art too bold ; 

Thy fleshly lusts bum uncontrolled ; 

With reckless mind thou workest ill, 

Abusing all thy members still : 

Remember, man, thou art but dust. 
And to the earth return thou must. 



CONTEMPT OF THE WORLD. 29 

Be wise, the time is short, young man ; 
E*en thou must die ! this lesson scan ; 
The reckoning day will come at last, 
When life's fair flowery time is past. 

Content to please the flesh, meanwhile 
The nobler soul thou dost beguile ; 
And whilst thou dost to passion bend. 
The sad deception will not end. 

Dost thou not grind thy teeth for hate } 
Thy scornful lips exasperate, 
Thy tongue engenders wicked strife, 
And all unquiet is thy life. 

Exalted are thine eyes to see 

A world filled full of vanity ; 

Thy wretched mind perverted quite. 

Thy members keen for deeds of spite. 

Foremost in evil counsel, prone 
To give offence, too well thou'rt known. 
Because, full oft, with wicked speed, 
Thou foUowest wjiere lust may lead. 
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Glory thou seek'st in public fame, 
Delighted when men praise thy name ; 
But little carest thou to please 
God, who from heaven thy madness sees. 

Honour, at best a transient glare. 
Thou seekest for thyself ; beware 
Lest thou a recompence receive 
More dreadful than thou canst believe.* 

Intent on earth thy gaze is fixed. 
The world with all thy schemes is mixed ; 
Yet must thou lay them all aside ; 
Then wherefore dost thou walk in pride ? 

Know this, thy flesh draws near the tomb ; 
See that thou die not wrapped in gloom : 
Make haste, thine evil ways amend. 
Before they reach the bitter end. 

Lament, what time may yet remain, 
At doom's-day else thou'lt mourn in vain : 
Nought will it help thee then to wail ; 
No intercession can avail. 



* Conjectural : the couplet in the text has no meaning. 
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Manfully now begin to strive, 
And cease not, while thou art alive ; 
Thy vicious ways at once give o'er, 
Lest thou shouldst groan for evermore. 

No more let troubles* crush thy soul. 
Nor sordid greed thy mind control ; 
Be this thy never-ceasing care. 
In Satan's gifts to have no share. 

that thy heart would understand 
How justly did the law command 
For such as dared corrupt it,*)- lo. 
They should be stoned, and perish so. 

Pause here : Redemption, great and free. 
Comes from the Saviour, comes for thee ; 
Through Him thou may est, for each offence. 
Pardon obtain by penitence. 

* MS. " Cupiditas," which is evidently a slip of the 
pen, as the word occurs in the next line. The author 
probably means " Calamitas." 

t MS. " Qui adulterant :" peiteps the sense may be 
Who after shameful lewdness go, 
Let them be stoned, and perish so. 
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Quit, then, thy sins, young man ; ah ! why 
Wilt thou not straight for succour fly 
To this good Lord ? go, seek His face, 
And He will give thee wondrous grace. 

Send, man, thy heart, — alas ! 'tis hard ; 
Thine old perversity discard ; 
Make haste, — thine evil ways amend 
Before the time of mercy end. 

See, Christ holds pardon forth,* that He 
May give this wondrous grace to thee 
And each true heart that will defeat 
The rebel flesh by penance meet 

Terrible soon will Christ appear. 
When He to judgment shall draw near. 
Shall come to deal impartial meed 
To every soul, for every deed. 

Verily Christ the Judge will come. 
And sinners, sore perplexed, be dumb ; 



* MS. " Suscipit Christus veniam." Mone thinks 



" veniam" means " Prayer for pardon"— old German 
venie. If so, the line may stand thus : " See, Christ 
accepts thy prayer, that He" etc. 
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For sire to son no help may yield, 
Nor son his sire from danger shield.* 

Wherefore, young man, to Jesus flee. 
And to His voice obedient be ; 
Then, prostrate at His mercy's door, 
Thy crimes shall vex thee never more 

Yea, seek supernal grace ]f so may 
Thy sinful stains be purged away 
By humble prayer ; and holy love 
Shall guide thee to the realms above. 

Zeal is divine, and his the best 
In whom true love inflames the breast 
Towards God and man ; unending joy 
Shall his unending life employ. 
Remember, man, thou art but dust, 
And to the earth return thou must. 



* This is the sense, but the text is much corrupted. 

t The word for which ** supernal " is substituted is 
utterly without meaning ; and no conjectural emenda- 
tion that I have been able to meet with, aiiords any 
help. 
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HYMN BEFORE READING THE 

GOSPEL. 

[These quaint and simple verses are ascribed to 
Hartmann, Abbot of St. Gall, who died a.d. 924. The 
oldest MS. in which they are found is of the loth cen- 
tury ; in this the author's name is inserted by a much 
later hand : biit there is a MS. of the nth century in 
the Monastery of St. Gall, in which the author's name 
is given in the original handwriting. I fear I have 
done but scant justice to the almost conversational 
simplicity of the text.] 

" Sacrata libri dogmata.*^ 

The holy gospels have in store 
Such priceless wealth of sacred lore, 
That all the nations, in amaze, 
Proclaim them good with songs of praise. 

Then let our flesh be undefiled, 
And from our hearts all fancies wild 
By honest thought be purged away, 
What time the mystic words we weigh. 
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Thus let US stand, with ears intent. 
And faces humbly downward bent, 
And lips in silence locked, as meet 
Would be our Lord Himself to greet. 

Nor let it to our thoughts appear 
Enough the sounding words to hear, 
Unless the heart continue pure. 
And yield obedience prompt and sure. 

For thus the royal Master bade, — - 
Son of the Highest, — ^^^^ho surveyed 
The thoughts in every breast concealed. 
Each man comparing to a field. 

Said He, " On many a farm, indeed. 
Is duly sown the precious seed ; 
But each in different measure pays 
The tribute of the harvest days, 

" Sometimes a barren stony soil 
Employs in vain the sower's toil, 
And the bright sun's excessive heat 
Destroys the scarcely rooted wheat. 
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" Sometimes the newly sprouted corn 
Is choked by growth of bristling thorn ; 
And many a seed, by wayside strown, 
Grows not, but perishes alone. 

" But he who sows in fruitful ground 
The lively grain, may gaze around 
With gladness on his labour's meed, 
A hundred-fold for every seed. 

" So from a good and upright will 
Grow perfect works, that flourish still ; 
And honest hearts, like fertile mould. 
Will bring forth fruit a h*undred-fold." 




A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

[From a MS. of the 12th century, at Colmar. The 
sense is faithfully represented ; but the translation is 
less verbally exact than most of the pieces in this collec- 
tion; as my design has been to reproduce all the 
peculiarities, both of metre and rhyme, in the very 
unusual versification of the original.] 

" Fregit Adam inter dictum.''^ 

Adam broke the law most holy ; 
And the sad reward of folly, 

Earned by sin, 

All his kin 
Share, which he of old did win : 
Thus were they, no longer free, 
'Whelmed in vice as in a sea ; 

In each heart uprising 

Vain surmising. 
O how great the misery ! 
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God's sure covenant man rejected ; 
Thence we all, by guilt infected, 

Groan in pain, 

Droop and wane. 
Bound in death's eternal chain, 
Till a maid should bear a child, 
(Passing nature, once beguiled ; 

Strangely 'twould beseem her ;) 

Bear the kind Redeemer. 
O how great the misery ! 

He appeared. One meet to save us. 
Free from sin that did enslave us. 

Full of grace. 

Strong to face 
That grim foe who marred our race ; 
Who in weakness Him descried. 
And with keen temptations plied ; 

But by Him defeated, 

Satan, foiled, retreated. 
O how great the victory ! 



A BALLAD OF THE LIFE OF ^ESUS. 

[From a MS. Breviary at Stutgardt, apparently of 
the 1 2th century. Probably the work of a French 
author. The structure of the last stanza in the original 
is so irregular that it can scarcely be accounted metri- 
cal ; no attempt has therefore been made to reproduce it.] 

In Sapientia, 

Who sets, by wisdom true, 
All things in order due. 

Supernal Deity, 
Took pity on our pain, 
Who long had helpless lain 

In dire calamity. 



A messenger He sent, 
Charged with His kind intent^ 
Swift from His heavenly throne^ 
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Who from the Father-king 
To our sad world should bring 
The promise of His Son. 

" Hail ! " to the chosen maid, 
The herald-angel said ; 

" The very God and man 
Bom of thy womb shall be ; 
The Gentiles' Saviour, He 

From whom all things began." 

Not doubtfully, nor slow, 
Then answered — " Be it so " — 

That virgin full of grace ; 
To bare the wondrous Child, 
Light of the faithful, mild 

Bright Sun of righteousness. 

A Child is bom, a Son is given. 
The Son of God, the King of heaven : 
The angel hosts in glory raise 
Resounding anthems to His praise ; 
While He, whom neither earth nor skies 
Can hold, in a mean manger lies I 
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Not men of high degree, that night,, 

But shepherds, saw His advent light ; 

Yet Jesse's Rod was known afar 

To blossom, by His blazing star ; 

Nor could the kings their gifts withhold, 

But brought sweet incense, myrrh, and gold. 

Born His people to restore. 
Circumcision soon He bore ; 
Mary next her Son must bring 
As a living offering ; 
Simeon's arms and thankful song 
Hailed the Babe expected long, 
Who, baptized in Jordan's flood. 
Figured His atoning blood* 

First, to show His might, the Saviour 
Turned to wine the limpid wave ; 

Sight to blind men, strength to lame men, 
Speech to dumb men oft He gave ; 



* This or something like it, must have been the writer's 
intention, although he has written, " He has washed our 
crimes in the river Jordan." If the purification of sin- 
ners had been achieved by the baptism of Jesus, His 
death would have been superfluous. 



Made the deaf hear, cleansed the leper, 

Raised the dead — e'en from the grave ; 
'Scaped the foemen, cured the fever, 

Mocked the angry tempest's boast ; 
With five loaves and two small fishes 

Satisfied a hungry host ; 
From the faithful Gentile's daughter 

Chased away the torturing ghost. 

Yet, as holy prophets told. 
He, Great Shepherd of the fold, 

Was to cruel slaughter led ; 
He, meek Lamb without a stain. 
Who should break death's iron chain, 

On a cross was hanging dead ! 

But from Hades' dismal den. 
Bringing life for wretched men. 

Soon He rose, in death's despite ; 
Met His followers face to face. 
And in pledge of promised grace. 

Wrought amazing works of might ; 



A BALLAD OF THE LIFE OF yESUS, 43 

All His enemies subdued, 

While His friends with reverence viewed. 

Jesus is gone up on high : 
Man's lost glory is restored ; 
See, 'midst victor-songs, the Lord * 

Sits, as man, above the sky ! 

Thence, His counsel to complete, 
Forth He sent the Paraclete, 

Promised long, to do us good : 
Divers gifts He gave to each, 
Gave to some strange tongues to preach ; — 

All dividing as He would. 

Faithful souls, proclaim His story ! 

Yet the time will not be long 
Ere He shall return in glory, 

Make an end of guile and wrong. 
And restore us Eden's gladness. 
Lost of old by Adam's madness : 

Heart and voices, join to sing 

New-made songs to Christ our King. 




A SEQUENCE OF THE HOLY 

GHOST. 

[Ascribed to St. Hildegard, Abbess of Bingen (died 
A.D. 1197). Printed by Mone from a MS. at Wiesbaden, 
written probably during the lifetime of the author. 
The original is not in metre, but in a sort of rhythmical 
prose, abounding with rhymes and assonances. A trans- 
lation into regular English verse, by Rev. Dr. Littledale, 
is given in the Lyra Messianica ; but it is thought that 
the following imitation, though somewhat diluted, will 
give a more correct idea of the character of the original 
composition.] 



" O Ignis Spiritus ParacliU" 

O Comforter, Thou uncreated Fire, 
Who dost each living thing with life in- 
spire ! 
Holy art Thou, to quicken all the creatures 
Thou hast made ; 
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Holy art Thou, to sorely broken hearts 

affording aid ; 
Holy art Thou, to cleanse the wounds of 

souls by sin betrayed. 
O Breath of Holiness, O Fire of Love, 
Sweet Savour in our breasts, who there 

dost move. 
Infusing virtue's fragrant odours from above. 
O Purest Fount, reflected in whose streams 
We see, (enlightened by truth's radiant 

beams,) 
How God brings in the aliens, and the 

lost redeems. 
Armour of life, and Hope of unity. 
Cheering each member in distress. 
Thou Corner-stone of righteousness, 
O save the blessed souls that wait on Thee, 
And rescue those who in a living grave 
Are prisoned by the ancient foe ; 
Unloose their bonds, and let them go ; 
For godly might is Thine, and will to save. 
O Thou sure Way, who, passing up the 

steep 



46 ANCIENT HYMNS AND POEMS. 



Of heaven, o'er earth, and through the 

lowest deep, 
Combinest each with each, and dost in 

union keep ; 
By Thee are clouds upborne, the breezes 

blow, 
The rocks drink moisture, and the waters 

flow 
In streams, and smiling earth with verdure 

is aglow. 
And Thou dost teach the wise yet more 

and more. 
Making then glad with Thy celestial lore. 
Therefore to Thee be praise, who art the 

music of all praise. 
The joy of life, and hope, and glory passing 

mortal gaze ; 
Giver of light that shines above through 

everlasting days. 




A MEDITATION OF A FAITHFUL 

SOUL. 

[The following poem is ascribed by Bug. de Levis 
to the Franciscan Peter Gonella, of Tortona ; on what 
authority I cannot tell. Du Meril discovered it in a MS. 
of the 1 2th century. There are many variations and 
omissions in the ancient Copies, and Du Meril's MS. is 
the only one which contains the whole. The portions 
included in brackets are wanting in a MS. of the 13th 
century. Mone considers several of these portions to be 
interpolated. I have retained the divisions and separate 
titles given by Bug. de Levis.] 



I. Of Contempt of the World. 

" Cum revolvo toto cordeJ^ 

While I muse, no heart-throb sparing. 
What sad garb this world is wearing, 
My heart's world like garb would borrow. 
Feeds my heart on her own sorrow. 
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While I note, with mind that varies 
Not, how vain all worldly care is, 
Lest her own due care should vanish, 
All care else my soul would banish. 
While my thought, by memory aided, 
Marks the world — how quickly faded. 
Lest I fail when this world fleeteth, 
From the world my soul retreateth. 
While I think, in sober sadness, 
"This world's hope is nought but mad- 
ness," 
Thought from hope to'hope is turning, 
Earthly hope for heavenly spurning. 
While on earthly cares I ponder. 
Hard, and tempting oft to wander. 
Hard of heart I needs must hold him 
Who by earthly laws would mould him. 
While I mark what this world laudeth, 
How the world by laud defraudeth, 
Laud and fraud — alike abounding — 
In my heart alike are sounding. 
While I call to mind the gladness 
Of the world, and weigh its sadness. 
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Seems to me — if such the bliss is — 
Earth can hold nought worse than this is. 
While the flowers of earth are blooming, 
Thus I muse on their perfuming ; 
In the flower dwells too much sorrow 
Gladness from its breath to borrow. 
While I think on days that hasted 
Swiftly by, days lightly wasted, 
Weight of bygone lightness galls me, 
" Time so short," longtime enthrals me. 

2, Of the F£ar of Death. 

" Cum recorder diem mortis J* 

When towards death my thoughts are 

ranging, 
And the day of doom unchanging. 
In my breast such terror dwelleth. 
As from thence all rest dispelleth. 
When this truth, *' that I am ashes, 
And the end draws near," abashes 
All my pride, I fall a trembling, 
Pale cold ashes most resembling. 
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When I lay to heart, poor mortal, 
What awaits me past death's portal. 
Such an unknown dread assails me, 
That, alas, assurance fails me. 
Ah ! that day of mortal languor 
Sore affrights me ; day of anger. 
Fury, grief, and vain confession ; 
Day of vengeance for transgression. 



3. Of the Coming of the Judge. 

"Expavesco quidtm tnuUum." 

Thoughts of His dread face appal me, 
Who will soon to judgment call me, 
His from whom no secret hideth ; 
Unavenged no crime abideth. 
Who mayifthen behold, unfearing, 
This tremendous Judge appearing, 
While a fire devours before Him 
Those who loved not here to adore Him } 
He shall come, from heaven descending ; 
He shall speak, the welkin rending ; 
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He shall judge, no boaster sparing, 
True and faithful witness bearing. 
From the truth His judgment swerves not. 
Earthly state His eye observes not, 
He no ransom-price regardeth. 
Supplication He discardeth. 
He shall judge each guilty nation, 
Show the pure His great salvation. 
Plead with all who trust in power 
And in earthly pleasure's dower. 
All who find on earth their treasure 
Then shall curse their guilty pleasure ; 
Who delight vain things to cherish. 
Utterly condemned shall perish. 
What shall he do then, poor sinner. 
He who loves the flesh, and in her 
Seeks delight ? Can aught avail him 
When e'en power to strive shall fail him ? 
[Then, because the Judge revealeth 
All that was, nor aught concealeth, 
Every soul, for terror quailing, 
Shall await his doom unfailing. 
Then, alas 1 no late repentance 
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Can delay the dreadful sentence, 
Grief no more sin's claim may sever ; 
Nought remains but tears for ever.] 

4. Of the Punishment of Sinners. 

" O quam grave, quant inmite" 

Ah ! what must their woful smart be, 
Hearing, on the left, " Depart ye ! " 
With the King's glad " Come ye ! " pealing 
On the right, true life revealing ? 
Then despair to hope succeedeth, 
And to-morrow still recedeth : 
Whoso to the torment goeth, 
No release for ever knoweth. 
There eternal flames embower them. 
There undying worms devour them; 
Anguish wrings forth lamentation 
From the souls that spurned salvation. 
Each unpitying torturer fetches 
Some new plague for impious wretches, 
Some more dire avenging terror- 
Righteous meed of wilful error. 



[Mercy's voice, to still their raging. 
Healing balm for grief s assuaging, 
These, alas, no sufferer winneth 
When the torment once beginneth. 
From the torturing fiend's possession. 
From the evil foe's oppression. 
Hear my prayer, O King supernal. 
Keep me safe through years eternal.] 



5. Of the Joy of the Elect. 

" Cum recordor diligenter,^* 

When I call to recollection 

What a joyful resurrection 

After death the just awaiteth. 

Wondrous bliss my soul elateth. 

For the day of rest is nearing. 

When the righteous cease from fearing ; 

When shall end oppression's story. 

And the sufferers reign in glory. 

O that day of life's renewing ! 

Day of light, all sense subduing^ 
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Day when death itself is dying, 
Night destroyed, and ended sighing ! 
Lo, the King, whom seers affected. 
Long by faithful souls expected, 
Mindful of their supplication. 
Now makes haste to bring salvation. 
Heaven's high Monarch, swift descending, 
Faithful Witness, Judge unbending. 
Soon to all men shall reveal Him, 
From whose face may none conceal Him. 
He shall come, not long delaying, 
Come, their glorious prize displaying. 
Who through faith endured oppression, 
Witnessing a good confession; 
O how gladly, O how sweetly. 
How serene, how blest completely. 
They shall gaze when He appeareth. 
Whom His love, though absent, cheereth ! 
Jesus then, affection gleaming 
From His face with glory beaming. 
Shall proclaim, in words resembling 
These before all flesh assembling : 
" Ye who, strong in faith abiding, 
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Waited, still in me confiding, 
Evil for my sake receiving — 
See the good ye sought believing ; 
See the kingdom, now revealed ; 
Promised long, and long concealed ; 
Now behold, now claim the treasure, 
Reign as kings, and bask in pleasure." 
[Then the elect, with joy surrounded, 
And for very bliss confounded. 
Shall reply, exulting, praising, 
While upon their Saviour gazing : 
" Give we thanks to God unending, 
For the hopes with sight now blending ; 
Give we thanks, our God addressing. 
And to Christ be ceaseless blessing."] 
Then what sweetness, then what gladness. 
To have hated this world's madness ! 
Then how bitterly astounded 
All whose love by earth was bounded ! 
[Then how blest the souls who, keeping 
Christ's pure faith, endured, though weep- 
ing; 
These, for lifelong sore oppression. 
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Gain sure kingdoms in possession : 

Thence is fear for ever banished, 

Mourning gone, and weeping vanished ; 

Penury nor age remaineth, 

Need at length no more complaineth ; 

There endureth peace eternal, 

Solemn joy, for ever vernal, 

Ageless bloom of youth unfaded, 

Health, by sickness uninvaded.] 

Passeth human cogitation, 

All their heavenly exultation ; 

How they dwell secure from pain there. 

And amongst the angels reign there. 

To that realm, whose joys enthral me, 

Deign, O righteous Judge, to call me ; 

This my yearning soul requireth. 

And with eager sighs desireth. 

Amen. 



It is impossible not to be struck with the close similarity 
of the latter part of the above poem to the conclusion 
of the incomparable " Extra Portas " of St. Hildebert. 




*'A yOYFUL BALLAD OF THE NAME 

OF yESUSr 

[This is the celebrated "Jubilicus Rhythmus de No- 
mine Jesu *' of St. Bernard, Abbot of Clairvaux (died 
A.D. 1 153). The text is that of the last Paris edition of 
the author's works. The following translation has been 
published separately by Messrs. Partridge & Co., price 
one penny.] 

" yesu dulcis memoria" 

Jesu ! remembrance passing sweet, 
With truest spirit-joys replete ! 
But above honey, past compare, 
'Tis sweet His presence blest to share. 

No song hath more melodious tone. 
No voice more gladsome e'er was known, 
No sweeter thought fills human breast, 
Than Jesus, Son of God confest 
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Jesu, sole hope of contrite heart, 
To those who ask, how kind Thou art ! 
How good to those who seek Thy face ! 
But what to those who find Thy grace ? 

Jesu, our inmost hearts' delight. 
Perennial fountain, minds' true light, 
Exceeding every earthly joy, 
Or aught that might a wish employ. 

No tongue is able to express. 
No pen can write the blessedness ; 
But he who will believe may prove 
What raptures spring from Jesus' love. 

Jesus I'll seek by night apart. 
In secret chambers of my heart ; 
In each lone nook, each public place. 
With eager love I'll seek His face. 

With Mary, in the twilight grey, 
I'll seek the tomb where Jesus lay, 
"With plaintive heart's half-uttered cry ;" 
My soul shall seek Him, not mine eye. 
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The tomb will I bedew with tears, 
And fill with sighs till He appears ; 
Then prostrate fall at Jesus' feet, 
And Him with close embraces greet. 

O Jesu, King of wondrous sway, 
Victor triumphant from the fray. 
Sweetness overpowering tongue to tell, 
Thou in whom all things lovely dwell ; 

Abide with us, O Guest Divine, 
Let Thy bright beams within us shine ; 
Chase from our minds the gloom of night, 
And fill the world with Thy delight : 

For when Thou visitest our heart, 
Truth shineth in the inward part. 
And earthly vanity grows old. 
And spirits burn with love untold. 

In Jesus' love all pleasures meet. 
And verily 'tis wondrous sweet ; 
A thousand times more kind, more fair. 
Than speech of mortals can compare. 
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This did His bitter passion show, 
The streams that from His wounds did flow, 
Whereby we have redemption sealed, 
And God*s unclouded face revealed. 

Ye people all. His grace dec^re, 
And strive in Jesus' love to share ; 
Seek Him with vehement desire, 
And seeking, burn with holy fire. 

O love the Friend who loves you so ; 
Return His love again ; and go 
Your ways, by this sweet incense led. 
And pay the vows your lips have made. 

Jesu, from" whom all pity flows. 
Whose love all-blissful hope bestows, 
Of beauty and of grace the spring. 
From whence sad hearts true comfort bring ; 

All-bounteous Jesu, make me know 
The fulness of Thy love below ; 
Here let me, by Thy presence, see 
How wondrous must Thy glory be. 
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Unworthy is my praise confest, 
And yet I cannot silent rest ; 
It is Thy love that makes me bold, 
Who all my joys in Thee behold. 

The souls Thou lovest, Jesu, find 
Welcome refreshment for the mind. 
Which, while it fills, can never cloy. 
But bids new want attend new joy. 

Who taste Thee, thenceforth hunger sore ; 
Who drink of ,Thee, still thirst the more ; 
And no desires their spirits move, 
Except for Jesus, whom they love : 

And every soul Thy love doth fill, 
Jesu, discerns Thy sweetness still ; 
How blest is each by Thee supplied ! 
He has no other want beside. 

Jesu, the bliss of angel throngs, 
I hear Thy voice like sweetest songs ; 
As honey to my taste Thou art. 
And heavenly nects^r in my heart. 
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A thousand times for Thee I sigh : 
My Jesu, when wilt Thou be nigh ? 
When shall my full rejoicing be, 
And I be satisfied with Thee ? 

Thy constant love can ne'er decay ; 
For this I languish night and day : 
This honey-flowing pleasure gives, 
And in unfading freshness lives. 

Jesu, Thy kindness knows no bound ; 
Gladness untold with Thee is found. 
Goodness e'en thought can ne'er contain : 
O let Thy grace my soul etichain. 

'Tis good, my Jesus, Thee to love 
Alone ; nought else beneath, above, 
To seek ; from self to cease, that I 
To Thee may live, in Thee may die. 

O most sweet Jesu, Saviour blest. 
My yearning spirit's hope and rest. 
To Thee mine inmost nature cries, 
And seeks Thy face with tears and sighs. 
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Whatever dwelling-place be mine, 
Still for my Jesus I must pine ; 
How joyful if He once appear! 
How blest while He abideth near ! 

Then His embrace, His holy kiss, 
The honeycomb were nought to this ; 
'Twere bliss, fast bound to Christ for aye — 
But in these joys is little stay. 

Now I behold what most I sought ; 
Fulfilled at last my anxious thought ; 
Love sick, my soul to Jesus turns, 
And all my heart within me bums. 

If 'any man love Jesuis so, 

His love unquenchable will glow. 

Nor e'er grow cold, nor droop, nor die, « 

But bum more bright, and rise on high. 

This love with ceaseless ardour bums, 
How wondrous sweet ho stranger leams ; 
But tasted, straight the enraptured breast 
Is of ecstatic joys possest. 
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This heaven-descended love to me 
Cleaves with unshaken constancy ; 
Kindles my mind with inward bliss — 
No pleasures charm my soul like this. 

O blessed spark of holy fire, 
And sacred flame of strong desire ; 
O sweet refreshment, always near. 
To love the Son of God most dear ! 

Jesu, the mother-maiden's flower, 
Our love, our sweetness every hour. 
Thine is the praise, the honour Thine, 
The realm of blessedness divine. 

O come, O come, most glorious King, 
Father of boundless glory ; bring 
Thy brighter beams to mortal eye. 
For whom our hearts impatient sigh. 

Jesu, more fair than sunlight calm. 
More pleasant than the orient balm ; 
Thou of all sweetness art the best, 
And lovelier than all the rest 
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Thy savour so delighteth me, 

Such healing fragrance comes from Thee, 

Whatever wants my soul betide, 

In Thy sole love are all supplied. 

Thou my hearths joy, where'er I rove, 
Thou art the perfecting of love : 
Thou art my boast, all praise be Thine, 
Jesus, the world's salvation, mine ! 

Return, dear Lord, on high ; abide 
For ever at Thy Father's side ; 
See by Thy might Thy foes overthrown, 
Receive the kingdom for Thine own. 

And where Thou goest, I will go ; 
Thou canst not cast me off; for, lo ! 
Thou bear*st my heart with Thee along ; 
Jesu, of all mankind the song. 

Ye citizens of heaven, draw nigh, 
Throw wide the portals of the sky. 
Loud to the Victor's glory sing, 
" Hail, Jesu ! Hail, illustrious King ! 
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" Thou King of valour and renown, 
Thou King, that wear'st the victor's crown ; 
By whom is royal largess given. 
Thyself the glory of our heaven." 

Thou Fount of pity; 'tis Thy hand 
Sheds brightness o'er our fatherland : 
Now put our clouds of grief to flight. 
And fill us with Thy glorious light. 

Thee do the choirs of heaven proclaim, 
And sound aloud Thy wondrous fame ; 
Jesus the woes of earth beguiles, 
And God with sinners reconciles. 

Jesus b^ins His blessed reign 
In peace e'en thought can ne'er attain : 
My inmost spirit yearns for this. 
And hastens to enjoy the bliss. 

Jesus is to the Father gone ; 
He sits on His celestial throne, 
Where my poor heart is fain to fly, 
And with my Jesus dwell on high. 
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Then let us follow Him with praise, 
With vows and prayers and sacred lays ; 
That He may grant to us in love 
To sit with Him in heaven above. 

Amen. 




"^i^ 



OF THE PASSION OF OUR LORD 

3fESUS. 



[From a MS. of the 14th century, at Karlsruhe, in 
which it is ascribed to St. Bernard. Mone says, " It 
does not stand in St. Bernard's works, but it is worthy 
of him."] 



** Dulcis yesuj spes pauperis.*^ 

Sweet Jesu, Hope of all the poor, 
Thou present Aid of souls distrest 
I, wretch, in Thee seek refuge sure, 
For whom fierce thirst inflames my breast. 
My God, I love Thee, and alone 
To Thee my heart uplifts her moan ; 
My trembling voice to Thee would soar. 
Thee would my feeble soul adore. 
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Sweet Jesu, messenger of peace, 
Pass not Thy weeping servant by ; 
Regard my sighs, and bid them cease. 
And bring Thy heavenly succour nigh. 
Still be Thy flesh my daily food. 
My drink. Thy all-atoning blood ; 
Thus be Thy gift of pardon free 
Shared by the chief of sinners, me. 

Sweet Jesu, Light of human kind. 
Have pity on my helpless case ; 
The grievous bonds my sin doth bind 
Unloose by Thine almighty grace. 
That blessed grief on Thee once laid 
Be now my sure protection made ; 
So shall Thy wounding make me whole 
Alike in body and in soul. 

Sweet Jesu, grant me this request ; 
Help Thou Thy suppliant still to wear 
Thy woes, deep graven on my breast, 
Which Thou for me in flesh didst bear. 
When wounded by the crown of thorn ; 
The nails, the spear, the gall, the scorn, 
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These from my mind shall ne'er depart, 
But ever dwell within my heart. 

Sweet Jesu, nothing else can be 
More sweet, or yield a holier joy 
Than many a time to muse on Thee, 
And bid Thy woes each thought employ. 
The memory of Thy sacrifice 
Surpasses every fragrant spice, — 
Myrrh, incense, cassia, rich perfume 
Of nard, or balm, or crocus-bloom. 



Sweet Jesu, what was Thine offence ? 
Nay, guiltless Thou didst bear the cross ; 
Twas our transgression's recompence. 
Thy bitter cup retrieved our loss ; 
We, born of Adam's abject race. 
Thou of a virgin full of grace ; 
Our birthright was but sin and shame. 
Thine an unchanging, spotless fame. 

Sweet Jesu, what afflicted Thee 
Was all for helpless wretches borne. 
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Whom Thou in tyrant chains didst see 
Fast bound, and all through guilt forlorn. 
No strong compulsion on Thee laid, 
But grace, towards us abounding, made 
Thee on the cross resign Thy breath. 
And taste the bitterness of death. 

Sweet Jesu, where is he that can 

Declare aright, or duly sing, 

What Thou hast wrought, O peerless Man ! 

How sweet the blessing Thou dost bring ? 

Ah, none is able to declare. 

No thought of mortals may compare 

How great Thy love, how dire Thy pain. 

Who conqueredst death by being slain. 

Sweet Jesu, one kind look bestow, 
Nor quite the culprit's vow deride. 
Thou who wast destined all for woe, 
For nails Thy hands, for wounds Thy side : 
Thy feet with rugged iron torn. 
Thy head beset with mocking thorn. 
Thy face with spitting foul besprent, 
Thy neck with cruel smiting bent. 
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Sweet Jesu, Teacher full of grace, 
All-holy drops of healing dew 
Fell from Thy rifted side apace, 
When lawless rebels thrust Thee through ; 
Thus was our heavy ransom paid : 
The price, for our redemption weighed, 
To save from helFs devouring heat, 
Flowed from Thy wounded hands and feet. 

Sweet Jesu, with a kiss betrayed. 
Dragged with relentless cruelty, 
Sold, then as raging foemen bade — 
Nailed to the ignominious tree. 
Pierced by the murderous spear, and lone 
Beneath the sealed sepulchral stone, 
Thence victor risen to realms on high, 
Make haste to bring salvation nigh. 

Sweet Jesu, ever strong to save. 
Bid through my heart Thy brightness gleam. 
Who in Thy priceless blood didst lave 
My soul, and thus to God redeem. 
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Now give we thanks and praises meet 
To Father, Son, and Paraclete ; 
Be glory done to the Three in One, 
While endless years their circles run. 

Amen. 




"to yesus, the fountain of 

love:' 



[From the same MS. as the last, with the above title. 
Mone calls it " A beautiful song, both for its deep feeling 
and regular arrangement."] 

" yesUt dulce medicamen,^* 

Jesu, kind Physician, hear me ; 
For Thy mercies' sake be near me, 

On my drooping heart to smile : 
Quell my spirit's wild commotion. 
Give me deep, sincere devotion. 

And a conscience free from guile. 

Thoughts and feelings in me nourish. 
There perpetually to flourish, 
By Thy providence divine 



Moved and lovingly affected ; 
Be my heart's desires directed 

Still towards Thee, O Friend benign. 

Jesu, Saviour, gentlest, fairest. 
Who a ruined world repairest, 

Who Thy blessed earthly form 
Didst resign — O strange compassion — 
To endure the bitter passion 

Of the cross, and death's rude storm ; 

Who to sinners power hadst given, 
When Thy limbs with nails were riven. 

And with scourges dire as well ; 
Who didst yield Thy bruised and rended 
Body so to be extended 

All Thy bones were plain to tell ; 

Jesu, for Thy love and meekness, 

Which constrained Thee once in weakness 

Death's keen torments to embrace. 
To Thy kindness I betake me; 
Free from all corruption make me 

Through the bounty of Thy grace. 
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Patient when misfortunes meet me, 
Sober, if success should greet me. 

Let me, through Thy grace, be made 
In my sorrows full of gladness. 
Never moved to wrath by sadness, 

Joyful still, though foes upbraid. 

Jesu, Fount of pure affection. 
Give me loviog recollection 

Of Thy sufferings, day by day ; 
Faith, which doubt in vain assaileth, 
Charity, that never faileth. 

Trustful hope to cheer my way. 

From all vice emancipate me. 
And to virtue consecrate me ; 

Then, this earthly exile past. 
Bring me to that blissful station 
Where exult the festive nation 

In the heavenly realm, at last 





PRAYER TQ CHRIST THE SAVIOUR. 

[From the same MS. as the foregoing. It is also 
found in two MSS. of the 12th century ; but is sup- 
posed by Mone, (from the style of versification and some 
peculiarities in the language,) to be much older than 
either.] 

** yuste Judex, Jesu Christe:' 

Righteous Judge, anointed Saviour, 
Lord of lords, and King of kings ; 

Always, with the Sire and Spirit, 
Ruling all created things ; 

Now in kindly condescension, 

Hear the prayer Thy suppliant brings. 

Thou, from highest heaven descending. 
Lowly maiden didst not scorn ; 

But, of her true flesh assuming, 
Visitedst a world forlorn ; 

And, with Thine own blood to ransom 
Thine own handiwork, wast bom. 
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Therefore by Thy glorious passion, 

my God, I cry to Thee, 
Now, henceforward, and for ever, 

Keep me from all perils free ; 
That for Thy continual service 

1 may always valiant be. 

Let Thy strength and sure defence be 

With me wheresoever I go, 
Lest my spirit be distracted 

By the inroads of the foe. 
Or, by fraudful wiles entangling, 

Through the flesh he work me woe. 

By Thy strong right hand, that shattered 

Acheron's infernal gate. 
Break mine enemies in pieces, 

And the secret snares that wait 
On my heart, in all her pathways. 

Set by their industrious hate. 

Hearken, Jesu, to my crying. 

Though, poor wretch, I sin the while ; 
To a soul that cratves for mercy 
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Grant the solace of Thy smile ; 
Lest mine enemies, uprising, 
Fierce reproaches on me pile. 

Let them be destroyed and perish, 

Who desire my soul to slay ; 
Make them, to their own confusion, 

Fall by snares themselves did lay : 
Gentle Jesu, loving Jesu, 

Leave me not alone, I pray. 

Be from henceforth my Protector, 

My Defender and my Shield : 
So will I, against my slanderers, — 

Thou my Captain, — ^take the field ; 
And a certain victory o'er them 

Shall continual gladness yield. 

From the high celestial dwellings 

Send the Holy Paraclete 
To enlarge my understanding 

With His wondrous light and heat : 
He shall scatter them that hate me. 

And their enmity defeat. 
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All my senses by the sign of 
Thy dear cross be fortified, 

Under that triumphant banner, 
On to victory make me ride : 

While amazement, fear, and trembling. 
My defeated foes betide.* 

Jesu, grant me Thy compassion, 
Son of God, for ever blest ; 

While I pray, bestow Thy mercy. 
Lord of angel-hosts confest ; 

Keep me ever in remembrance. 
Fount of pardon, peace, and rest 

God the Father, God the Spirit, 
God the sole-begotten Son, 

Lord of universal nature. 
Ever Three and ever One ; 

Thine be honour, power, and glory. 
While eternal ages run. 



* This and the preceding stanza is transposed in one 
of the i2th century MSS., and the transposition certainly 
seems to afford a more connected train of thought than 
the printed text. 



HYMN FOR ADVENT. 

[From a MS. of the 15th century, (with music,) at 
Karlsruhe. " We be tied and bound with the chain of 
our sins : yet let the pitifulness of Thy great mercy loose 
us." — Book of Common Prayer J] 

" Venif venif Rex gloria,^^ 

O COME, O come, Thou glorious King, 
And lead us from the dungeon-vault, 
Where conscience plies her torturing sting. 
Absolving each from every fault. 

Though Thou hast taught us, and indeed 
Hast bought us, and proclaimed us free, 
What profit, if Thou dost not lead 
Us forth from bonds and misery ? 
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Our prison is exceeding drear 

And foul, nor breaks the gloom from hence ; 

And every unclean spirit here 

Is conscious of its own offence. 

Here doth each soul endure much grief ; 
Still for the Bread of life we pine ; 
No living waters yield relief, 
Nor. beamis of truth around us shine. 

Remorse, fell worm, devours within, 
Foul stench of crime around is spread ; 
Here bums the furious lust of sin, 
There binds the pinching frost of dread. 

Each sinner fears avenging pains 
As numerous as the sins he wrought ; 
And therefore torments, fire, and chains 
Are always present to his thought 

As if into Gehenna flung 
Already, there in flames to burn. 
So is a soul with terrors wrung 
Who lives in sin, nor thence can turn. 
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Of all his xniseries, the worst 
Is conscience, dreadful voice abhorred ; 
Because he knows the pains accurst 
Of hell must be his sure reward. 

These torments who might hope to shun,- 
But that the very God became 
A man, and man by purchase won, 
And rescued him from guilt and shame ? 

For we are all conceived and bom 
And nurtured in iniquity ; 
But we escape this plight forlorn. 
If joined by faith, O God, to Thee. 

Now therefore Thou Thyself reveal, 
Maker of earth, to mortal ken ; 
The remedy make visible 
Whereby we leave this doleful den. 

Give us, O Fount of purity, 
A conscience clear, without offence, 
That Thou in us, unceasingly, 
May'st deign to keep Thy residence. 
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Between us and Thyself remove 
Whatever hindrances may be, 
That so our inmost heart may prove 
A holy temple, meet for Thee. 

Take all our ignorance away, 
Which teaches many a harmful thing ; 
And give us knowledge, day by day. 
From whence may true advancement spring. 

Each prurient lust of evil cure, 
And conquer each habitual sin, 
And form again Thine image pure 
That once our nature bore within. 

Us, who were sons of wrath, reclaim. 
And make us henceforth sons of light : 
That we, who bear Thy sacred name. 
May lead a life sincere and right. 

Still grant us, by Thy godly strength, 
A mind more perfectly renewed ; 
All failings rooted out at length ; 
Ourselves with new-born powers endued. 
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Let coward fear to hope give place, 
And meekness reign, like mother mild ; 
And charity, the chiefest grace — 
Pureness of spirit undefiled — 

Regard Thee with a filial love ; 
No slavish fear within us be ; 
That so our cherished thoughts, above 
Aught else, may always rest on Thee. 

Grant us to see Thyself, though here 
But dimly ; all our dulness chase ; 
Then lead us from this dungeon drear. 
With gladness to behold Thy face : 

For if Thy grace to weary souls 
Doth here but scant refreshment give. 
Yet e'en that little gift consoles 
Us greatly, while on earth we live. 

Whom therefore now Thou deign'st to bless 
With pledge of glories yet to be, 
Assist him thitherward to press, 
From every fleshly bond set free t 
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Thither conduct him, from the night 
That broods o*er this most loathsome cage, 
To praise Thy name in realms of light 
With angel choirs from age to age. 
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